A Snubnosed Regiment

who abdicated and became hermits, may have had a share in this.
So many of the Commenoi, and other Byzantine dynasties,
came to end their lives upon Mount Athos, of voluntary or en-
forced design, conveyed there by their rivals. A thousand years of
this tradition had descended from Byzantium to Moscow. The
Slav soul has a love for abstract argument that it has inherited
from this; for discussion upon points of dogma; and for revolu-
tionary originalities in absolute reversal or upheaval of the ac-
cepted canon. Endless talkers, like Athenians of the sacred groves,
or of the modern cafes. It is our opinion that anyone who saw in
the flesh the philosophers, Socrates or Diogenes, and the poet
Verlaine, would comment upon their Kalmuck, or their Tartar
air. They were Satyrs or Centaurs of their Attic race. And we part
from the Slavs with no more than a mention of the regiment of
the Pavlovsk Guards, instituted by the insane Czar Paul I, and
confined to men with snub noses like their master, which portion
of the old Russian Imperial Guard continued, with that restriction,
until 1917.

That snubnosed regiment is contingent, most surely, to our
troupe of tramps or Centaurs. We described them, in parenthesis,
as Centaurs coming to the blacksmith's forge, and it would be a
delight to speculate upon that scene. But it could not be, we
must consider, in the suburbs of a town. They must be near the
plains and near the chestnut woods. The Arcadian peasants are
still frightened of the Centaurs. Travellers who have the hardi-
hood to visit the temple of Apollo at Bassae, in the Peloponnese,
which may still necessitate a night spent in a shepherd's cabin, will
find themselves in the centre of those legends and may listen to a
mention of Centaurs as the Arcadian night grows deeper and they
sip the resinn'd wine. This temple, of the Doric order, is the work
of Ictinos, architect of the Parthenon. In its loneliness, none of the
ruins of antiquity could be more beautiful than this. Here is a
living poetry which we do not find at Paestum, on its flat plain of
asphodel, too near the sea, nor at Agrigento: only at Segesta, it
may be. But even Segesta is not so poetical as Bassae. It is at
Bassae that the legends of Arcadia still linger in the air. In those
Valleys should be the blacksmith's forge. We have no more than
the suggestion of that in this backyard of a suburb. But more and
more of them assemble; until there are at least a dozen Beggars on